ENRIQUE COMES HOME

Stephen L. Griffiths

Although his bus was not expected to reach the
village from Manila until ten thirty in the evening,
at seven villagers began to gather at the roadside in
anticipation of Enrique's arrival. The women chatted
with each other, the children played tag, and the men
killed a goat and started a fire to roast it—and sent
teenage boys to the nearest store to buy soft drinks,
beer, and gin.

Enrique Cruz,* age 65, was coming home. He was
coming home to the village in the Philippines that he
had left forty-five years before to work on a sugar
plantation in Hawai'i. Since then he had never been
back to the village—not even for a short visit. His
arrival was eagerly awaited by his brothers and sis-
ters and members of his kindred, many of whom had been
born and reached maturity in his absence.

Enrique's village stood next to the national high-
way, a paved narrow ribbon which stretched from the
capital of the province, Laoag, thirty kilometers to
the north, to the nation's largest city, Manila, four
hundred kilometers to the south. It was located at
the northwestern tip of a horse-shoe shaped valley,
bounded by low-lying hills on three sides and the
national highway on the fourth. Across the road to
the west was the Simbaan River which dissected rice
fields and flowed into the south China Sea two
kilometers to the northwest. About nine hundred people
lived in the village.

It was the third week of May and the air was hot
and humid. Unirrigated rice fields were dry and
cracked, and the bamboo which grew on hillsides was
brown. The slightest wind, like a child's scuffle,
stirred dust into the air. To the east, above the

*Enrique Cruz is a pseudonym. All other personal names
used in this essay are also pseudonyms. The research upon
which this article is based was conducted in 1973 and 1975
and was sponsored by a grant from the National Institute of
Mental Health.







